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Summary: After berserk ends, probably in ten years or so real life. 
Guts has gotten in revenge on Griffith and destroyed the god hand. 
Ten years have passed and the world has seemed to change... very 
little. Follows several members of Guts's group ten years 
later . 


1 . Chapter 1 

As the night reigned over all, the sound of wind and a thousand 
different insects went throughout the air. No sound bothered the many 
people sleeping in their houses. Underneath a small lip of the earth 
there were two torch lights. A group of men gathered around as one 
pressed a young farming girl against the lip. Her mouth covered by 
his dirt covered hand. 

"Come on." The man said with a voice that sounded like it should have 
belonged coming out of snake's. "There's only six of us, just try to 
enjoy it at least a little bit." 

The girl cried out as he squeezed her breast hard. The other men 
began to loosen their pants. A bit of dirt fell onto the man's head, 
who held the girl, and he looked up to find a body lying there. The 
person was about five foot nine by the looks of him and his chest was 
rising up and down while he had a pointed cap covering his 
face . 

"What the hell?" One of the men asked. "Hey!" 

The person woke up and looked down at them after moving his hat a 
little. He had a long brown coat on with a white shirt underneath. He 
put his hat on the top of his head and threw his legs over the edge 
and looked down at them. 

"Hey. I'm trying to sleep here." He said then looked down and found 
the girl looking up at him with wide and watery eyes. "Oh. WowaC | 
Don't you guys ever just try to get the girl to like you? I mean it 
works for me and I'm not all that good looking. So let the lady go or 



else I'm gonna have to kick your asses." Half of them drew their 
knifes and glared at him. 

"This don't got anything with you! Now get gone before we kill you 
stranger." One yelled at him. He pushed himself up and squatted on 
the ledge of the lip with a smile. 

"Well I tried . " 

With a single motion he jumped off it and flipped forward while 
rotating his body 360 degree's. When he faced the group again he had 
two knives in both hands. He threw them into the arms and hands of 

those with knives before he landed with his back to them. 

He turned sharply and ducked under a punch and swept his leg under 
the person who landed face first. The next attempted similar but 
instead he jumped up and did a spin kick into their face. Another 
came off from the side and he twirled around them. When they turned 
to face him he punched them. Those with the knives recovered and came 
at him. 

He drew two more knifes and began to fight them. He moved like a 
dancer with those knives. He cut up their arms and chest before 
knocking them to the ground. The man holding the girl tried to put a 

knife to her but the man threw one of his knives into his hand and 

stuck it into the lip. He stabbed another man in the stomach as one 
of the one's he knocked down got up. He slashed them across the 
throat before drawing another knife and throwing both into the 
foreheads of the few remaining. He kicked up another and lodged it 
into the skull of one that was running away. 

The leader got kicked in the groin by the girl who ran a distance 
away but stayed close enough to watch. The man walked up to the 
potential rapist as he had the knife sticking out of the back of 
hand . 

The stranger yanked the knife out and tossed it up and down in his 
hand with a smile. 

"Wait!" The man said holding up his bleeding hand. "Don't kill me! 
Please! " 

"If she said _don't rape me please, _would you have stopped?" The 
stranger asked pulling back his hat a little so he could see the 
man's face fully. 

"Uha€ | " the man whimpered. The bladed passed through his throat with 
no trouble. After his body hit the ground the girl slowly walked over 
to the stranger who was pulling his knives of out the bodies of the 
gangbangers . 

"You saved mea€ i " She said. 

"Yep." Was his reply picking up another and sliding it into one of 
the pockets of his coat. 

"Who are you?" She asked as he flicked a knife off to the side a 
couple of times. He looked up at her and pulled down his hat further 
so it covered his eyes but not his smirk. 



"The Great Fire Swordsmana€| " He said slowly standing up. One he was 
fully straight he pulled back his hat to show off his eyes and his 
spiky ginger hair. "Isidro." 


2 . Chapter 2 

The girl took Isidro back to her parent's place. As a show of thanks 
or to figure out just how the hell he did what he just did. She woke 
up her parents and told them everything that happened as Isidro 
stayed in the dining area. When they came out they found him eating a 
piece of meat while leaning back in a chair with his feet on the 
table . 

"Uha€ | Sir?" The father said as Isidro stuck the chicken bone into 
his mouth and stared at him like a monkey. "You're the one that saved 
our daughter?" 

He yanked the bone out and they saw he had torn off what little meat 
that was left. He threw it into a waste basket off in the corner. He 
sat up normally and took his feet of the table. Isidro put back on 
his hat and looked at them. 


"Yes I am." He said with a nod. "My name is Isidro by the way. The 
Great Fire Swordsman. You might have heard of me?" 

"Sorry but no." The father said. The mother shook her head. Isidro in 
response blew a raspberry. 


"Well I guess that's alright. I am from Midland anyway; I guess even 
a legend like me would be lost after so many miles." He 
said . 


"Midland?" The father near gasped. "That place was a place of 
nightmares just ten years agoa€ | " 

"I was there during that time of nightmares." Isidro stated. "Killed 
a couple of demons myself." 


"No wonder you were able to take those guys out with such easy." The 
girl said. "A person that was able to kill demons as a childa€| 
That's amazing." Isidro shrugged 


"You wouldn't believe me if I told you half the stuff I seen back 
then." Isidro stated. "Oh by the way what was the name of this 
island? I'm trying to get to Yin if that's too much to ask." 


Isidro was currently on an island nation that was comprised of six 
dozen islands. He was currently on one of the larger one's but he was 
not a hundred percent sure of the name. After all he had been going 
to so many places in the past ten years that basically the only place 
he was sure of was Midland. 


"Yin?" The man pondered for a moment. "That's to the North East from 
here. You're on Gorth sir Isidro." 


"Just Isidro. I'm not a knight of any term." Isidro said with a 
raised hand. 


"Well, Isidro, pray tell why would you want to go to Yin? There have 



been some odd things happening on that island." The father asked 
him. 


"I've just some business there." Isidro stated. He stood up and did 
some stretching. "Well I should be off." 

He grabbed the short sword off the table and strapped it back around 
the small of his back on the inside of his coat. He then grabbed his 
scimitar off the table and slide it into the leather loop at his 
side . 

"Toss me that." Isidro said pointing to a wide dagger that was about 
a foot long. 

The daughter picked it up and felt that it was warm. Overcome with 
curiosity she drew it and was met with a brilliant glowing blade that 
seemed to be on fire. Isidro dashed over and shoved it back into its 
sheath . 

"Don't do that! I've had it upgraded from when I was kid. It's twice 
as hot as it was back then!" He said hanging it at his side. "I told 
you I'm called the Fire Swordsman." 

"Where did you even get a weapon like that?" The father asked. 
"It's... magical . " 

"I told you wouldn't believe half the shit I could tell you." Isidro 
said spreading out his arms while taking steps back. "Now, I must be 
off. Stuff to do, things to kill, and such." 

He opened the front door and ran out into the night. He was used to 
not getting much sleep since he hung out with Guts. Four hours of 
sleep at night; and those were the good nights. Guts, even with his 
brand sealed, seemed to have danger drawn onto him. Luckily he would 
often have 400 pounds of steel waiting for whatever thought they 
could take him on. Ten years ago though is when he showed the world 
the truest part of his steel. 

He carved through dozens of apostles and hundreds of demons. Just to 
get to Femto. His death was so horrific that even if you knew what he 
had done to Guts you would have found the man undeserving. Guts made 
one of the most powerful beings on the planets feel fear, as the rest 
of the world watched. Guts was stronger than a god; and he earned 
every ounce of his strength 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Isidro walked for the rest of the night till he reached a horse 
farm and asked if he could borrow one. And when I say ask I mean 
didn't even look at the owner. And when I say borrowed I mean that he 
hoped on the first one he saw and rode off.<p> 

Isidro didn't really care though. He had done things about thirty 
times worse than steal a horse a couple times over in his life. 
Hopefully people would see it as a lesser evil. He would ditch it as 
soon as he got to the next town. Horses know how to get back home 
right? Besidesa€| He was off to kill a demon. A horse is a small 
price to pay. Also the saddle. Annnndddd the ten apples he saw next 
to a water trough because he was hungry. 



Nothing important happened while he was riding to the next town; 
which took most of the day. He let the horse go outside of the town, 
after taking his stuff off it, and with a hard slap on the butt the 
horse was off. He went into the town and climbed the side of the inn 
and laid his stuff out on the roof. 

Isidro pulled out three of his many throwing knives as his coat laid 
next to him. He took out the small bottle of alcohol he got from the 
shop across the street and poured it over the three knives. He then 
pulled out his salamander dagger and lit them on fire to burn off the 
dried blood and stuff on them. After the fire were out he began to 
resharpen them with a whetstone. 

"Guts never needed to sharpen his sword." Isidro said laying down his 
first one and picking up another. "The thing could see a hundred 
battles and only begin to chip." He heard light flapping. 

"Puck!?" 

When he turned it was just a small bird that stared at him as it 
landed . 

"Oh. Yeah." Isidro said with a sigh. "He's dead." 


End 
f ile . 



